FOUR        TALES        BY        ZELIDE

myself by my own free will, in exchange for dia-
mond^ pearls, carpets, perfumes, and worked
muslins, for suppers and routs, that I could not
prevail upon myself to do. I promised my hand
to Mr, Henley.

Our wedding was charming. Witty, elegant,
polite, considerate, and affectionate, Mr. Henley
enchanted everyone; he was a husband of lomance;
be even seemed to me sometimes to be a little too
perfect, my whims, my moods, and my impatience
found his reasonableness and moderation always
in their path. I felt, for instance, with legard to
my presentation at Couit, sorrows and joys which
he did not appear to comprehend.

I persuaded myself that the society of a man I so
much admired would cause me to resemble him,
and I left for bis country estate at the beginning of
the Spring, full of good intentions, and convinced
that I was going to be the best wife, the most
tender Stepmother, and the most wot thy miSliess
of a house that had ever been seen. Sometimes I
proposed myself as models the noblest Roman
matrons, sometimes the wives of out ancient
barons in feudal days; at other times I pictured
myself rambling about the country as simple as a
shepherdess, as gentle as her lambs, and as gay as
the birds that I heard warbling.

But this, my dear friend, is a sufficiently long
letter; I will take up my pen again at the first
opportunity.
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